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About half-past ten I entered the courtyard of the palace, where I saw a plain carriage with the Emperor's livery.
((Can it be he ?}> thought I to myself; and, without entering the salon de service, I inquired whether I could for one moment see Madame Dupont, the Princess Caroline's principal femme de chambre. I was right in my conjecture. The Emperor was with his sister. For me this was a most fortunate accident; but how was I to disturb the fraternal ttte-k-ttte?
(< They are walking together in the garden,>} said Madame Dupont; <(but if you will write a few words to her Highness, I will go and deliver them."
Madame Dupont gave me pen, ink, and paper, and I wrote to the Princess Caroline that I begged the favor of a few minutes' conversation with her on a subject of the utmost importance to me. The billet was immediately carried to the Princess.
c<Oh, oh!}) said the Emperor; <(you receive letters betimes! What is that?*
Without further ceremony, he took the note out of his sister's hand, and read it at a single glance, for it contained but three lines.
(< Diable!)J he exclaimed; <c is Madame Junot up already ? Well, I will leave you to chat together, and I will go back to the Tuileries to breakfast. Adieu, Madame Caroline!>}
He embraced his sister, and took leave of her very good-humoredly, for I could see him perfectly well from the little apartment in which I was waiting.
The Princess sent immediately to request that I would come to her. She received me with the kindness of an old and cordial friend.
(<Mon Dieu!" she said, taking me by the hand; "what is the matter? How pale you are! Has any misfortune